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Deadpool awakes from a food coma to find New York City overrun with half- 
sentient zombies! And they don't much tike the whole starving-for-live-fleSh 
thing. Can the Merc withaMouthavoidbecoming the Merc in their mouths? !Thritt 
to the sight of ahideous.rotting-fleshedmonster shambling about the landscape 
— and don't forget alt the zombies he’s fighting! (Get it? That first one referred 
to Deadpool. Who says zombie horror comics can't have a little humor?] Cullen 
Bunn, writer of the fan-favorite' DeadpoolKillogy, brings us one of Deadpool's 
darkest tales ever — and we're not just saying that because it's in black 
and white (and red]! You've been warned, my friends! So ring the dinner be It and 
nail shut the door as Deadpool takes on the ambulatory undead! £ 


Collecting Night of the Living Deadpool #1-4, 
written by Cullen Bunn and 
illustrated by Ramon Rosanas. 
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WE'VE ALL HEARD THAT 
OLD, APOCALYPTIC 
ADAGE, RIGHT? 


THE WORLD WILL END... 

NOT WITH A BANS... 
BUT WITH A WHIMPER. 


FAJITAS ORILLS BUI 


RTAS[STEAKS FAJITAS GRILLSTbURRITOS 


NONONONONO 


THE PAINFUL TRUTH OF 
THE MATTER IS A LITTLE 
DIFFERENT THOUGH, 
AIN'T IT? 


BECAUSE THE FACT OF 
THE MATTER IS THAT 
THE WORLD KEEPS ON 
KEEPING ON. 


WE JUST AIN’T 
IN CHARGE ANY 
MORE. 
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HUNH?! 


NRRRGGGHHH! 


IS THERE 
A SNOOZE 
BUTTON ON 
THAT ALARM? 


WHO 

THE...WHAT 

THE... 


FOOD 
CO AAA, 


i o m eta* 


WHERE IS 
EVERYBODY? 
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SHEESHf } _ 

I MEAN, l*7\ 
7 SNORING AND 
GASTRONOMICAL 
PROWESS HAVE 
BEEN KNOWN TO 
CLEAR ROOMS, BUT 
, THIS IS A LITTLE 
V EXTREME/ 


ANYBODY? 


OH, 

YEAH/ 


LET’S SEE 
WHAT ALL THE 
SCREAMING 'S 
. ABOUT. . 


W WITH MY xj 
7 LUCK-1 JUST 
SLEPT THROUGH 
A SPICE GIRLS 
REUNION CONCERT 
RIGHT IN THE 
. MIDDLE OF 
K THE" A 


NOTHING. 


WHAT'S 

THIS? 


WELL. 


NO ONE 
AROUND TO 
TAKE MY 
. MONEY. 


LOOKS 
LIKE IT'S MY 
LUCKY-- 


"YOU HAVE 
BEEN A LOYAL 
AND RELIABLE 
CUSTOMER... 


"...ALTHOUGH 
YOUR TIPPING 
LEAVES SOMETHING 
TO BE DESIRED. , 


A "WE COULD X 
NOT WAKE YOU 
FROM YOUR SLUMBER 
AS WE FLED...BUT WE 
HAVE LOCKED THE 
V DOORS. s' 


"HOPEFULLY 
THAT WILL KEEP 
YOU SAFE..." 


SAFE 

FROM- 
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"I THINK 
WB'RB ALONB 
NOW..." - 


HTlfflSBffilgr, 
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UGH! 


^ THE > 
SENSATIONALIST, 
FEAR-MONGERING 
MEDIA LEAVES A 
BAD TASTE IN 
V MV MOUTH/ v 


OR MAYBE 
THAT'S THE 
CHIMICHANSAS 
TALKIN' BACK. 


STILL. 


' IF I DIDN'T ^ 
KNOW BETTER, 

I'D SAY THE COSMIC 
BELL-RINSERS WERE 
TRYING TO WARN ME 
V OF SOMETHING, a 


LUCKILY, 

I DO KNOW 
BETTER/ 


PAPER'S 
ONLY A FEW 
DAYS OLD. 






THE OEAO 
WALK"? 


THIS IS A PRANK 
OR SOMETHING, 
RIGHT? I’M BEING 
. PUNKEO. . 


I’VE ONLY 
BEEN DOWN 
AND OUT FOR 
A FEW DAYS. 


THE WORLD 
DOESN'T JUST. 
„ END. 
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"I MEAN...I 
SUESS THERE 
WERE SIGNS." 


r GIMME > 

A STRAIGHT 
ANSWER OR I'M 
PROPPING 

V you/ v 


WHERE'S DON 
MARKO? 


HE'S 

DEAD! DEAD, 
X SWEAR! 


HE 

DIED A WEEK 
. ASO! 


X YEAH? THEN ^ 
HOW COME I’M 
GETTING REPORTS OF 
HIM WALKING AROUND 
CENTRAL PARK JUST 
X YESTERDAY? 


SEE WHERE THE 
GANGBANGER I JUST 
THREW FROM THE TOP 
k OF THIS BUILDING 
K WENT? 


MUST NOT 
HAVE LANDED 
AS HARD AS I 
THOUGHT. 


"BUT PAYING THAT 
KIND OF ATTENTION 
AIN'T IN MY 
WHEELHOUSE." 


AH- 

BLAROH.! 


SOMEONE'S HAND 
SANITIZE HP I FEEL 
THE SUDDEN URGE TO 
GARGLE SOMETHING 
^ STERILE. > 


"I JUST FIGURED... 
HEY—THE WORLD'S 
MESSED UP, RIGHT? 


KINKY. 


"CRUMBLING ECONOMY- 
NATURAL DISASTERS... 
WEAPONS OF MASS 
DESTRUCTION-TELEVISED 
BAKING COMPETITIONS..." 


'SURELY, THESE 
ARE THE END 
TIMES. 
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"IF I'D BEEN PAYING 
ATTENTION, I MIGHT'VE 
NOTICED." 


IT hey.-.^^^BB 



■ WHERE'D HE 
^ GO? 




ANYBODY 







1 ( BLESS 


\ you? 

UHM... JgB 

HI SY CAN 1 BORROW' 



















































































AUTION 


CAUTiz-M, 


"HOW'S TODAY 
ANY DIFFERENT?' 


...AND 

ONE FOR MY 
HOMIES... 


"MY GUESS IS... 
NOBODY NOTICED 
THE LITTLE THINGS... 


...OTHERWISE WE MIGHT'VE 
NIPPED THIS "WHATEVER 
IT IS-IN THE BUD BEFORE 
IT GOT OUT OF HAND." 


OUTTA 
THE WAY! 


WHAT'S 
WRONG WITH 
HIM? 


EATING 
HIM ALIVEl 


r INNOCENT ^ 
BYSTANDERS ARE 
BEING ATTACKED... 

SEEMINGLY AT 
RANDOM...AND...I 
CAN'T BELIEVE I'M 
v SAYING THIS— 


r ...1 REPEAT... ^ 
THERE ISA WAVE 
OF HOMICIDE 
SWEEPING THE 
. CITY. . 


—BEING 
EATEN AL- 


CHANGE 
THE CHANNEL, 
v WOUL.DYA? 


THERE'S A 
GOLDEN GIRLS 
MARATHON ON 
. TVLAN Dl y 




































































’ONE THING'S FOR 
SURE...WHATEVER 
HAPPENED HERE...IT 
DEFINITELY WAS 
. NOT MY FAULT" . 




WHAT IS IT ABOUT EATING 
A BIG MEAL, THEN i 
^ TAKING A NAP? 

ALWAYS 

WAKE UP OR 

STARVING. WITH RAGING 
^ ^ DIARRHEA. „ 


THE END OF 
THE WORLD IS 
LOOKING UP/ 


I'M TOTES 
LIKE A DASHING 
LAST MAN ON 
. EARTH. . 


NOW 

WHAT WAS I 
SAYING? 


r OR...ON 
THOSE REALLY 
ROUGH DAYS... 

A LITTLE OF 
^ BOTH. ^ 


WILL SMITH 
ANYONE? 


OH, 

YEAH/ I'M 
RAVENOUSl 


OR CHARLTON 
HESTON? 


NEED TO 
FIND SOME 
GRUB. 


OR BURGESS 
MEREDITH1 


OOOOH/ 
WITH THE 
GLASSESl 


r BET THE LINE ’ 
AT THE SHAKE 
SHACK IS BARE 
BONES RIGHT 
. ABOUT NOW. . 
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All 

RIGHT. 


MOUTH IF THERE'S 
NO ONE AROUND 
TO BE ANNOYED 

s. bv you? x 


THERE’S ' 
SOMEBODY 
. NOW ! . 


yoo-Hoo; 


HEy, 

BUDDy/ 


1 

W 

" 

m 


St- 


ma 




THAT^ 

■VVVHAT'S THE V—jj 

/f 

( GOT OLD... 

POINT OF BEING ^ ^ fair'll 

ii t~ r ■... j] 

V FAST. 

THE MERC WITH THE 
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...DON'T 
WANT TO DO 
THIS... . 


-r — ' you 

( DON'T WANT 

WELL, DON'T 

DO IT ON WIV 



\ TO? * 

. ACCOUNT/ - 

■ 

1 

J i 








































I KNOW. 


BUT IT'S 
GONNA BE 
ALL RIGHT. 


SONNA 

BE" 


-ALL 

RIGHT. 


NIGHTMARE. 


WHO'S 

GONNA 

HEAR? 


r HERE'S 
/OUR WAKE- 
. UP CALL. 


THERE'S 
NOBODY A- 


A GUN? 


DON'T... 

THEy'LL 

HEAR-- 


\ \ \ \ 



fWHATEVER JZ 
'yVou sAy. y 41 
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...happy 

PLACE...MY 
HAPPy PLACE- 


WHERE 

AM I? 


SOMEONE... 
PLEASE...SOMEONE 
FIND My 

A DAUGHTER... ^ 


HELP? 

PLEASE HELP/ 


ME/ 

KILL ME 

NEXT/ 


'-JUST 
WANT My LIFE 
BACK/ 


WHY ARE 
YOU TALKING 
LIKE THIS? . 


Y'KNOW. 


^ I THOUGHT 

you guys had 
MORE...LIMITED.. 
.VERBAL SKILLS. 


JUST 


" BRAIIINNNS! 
BRAIIIINNS!" 


SHUT 


...DON'T 

DESERVE 

THIS... 


ALREADY/ 


THIS—THIS—IS 
JUST DOWNRIGHT 
UNSETTLING. . 
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Pa/l don't vW y va ry 
i3 ^7)M. let me— / KprjThq&s- 
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AND-'HEy.'-I'VE 
PLAVED VIDEO 
V GAMES' _ 


r WHACKING 
DEAD FOLKS IS 
SUPPOSED TO 
v BE fun; . 


1 HAD 
A GOOD 

life; 


I DON'T 
WANT TO see 
this; 


^ BUT ALL THE ^ 
WHIMPERING AND 
PLEADING AND WEEPING 
IS REALLY KILLING My 
ZOMBIE-SLAUGHTERING 
buzz; 


THEVLL GET 
you SOONER 
or later; 


DON'T 

LEAVE WITHOUT 
. KILLING ME.’ 


wait; 

gome back; 


i thought 
they all 
pied. 


r I PROBABLy ^ 
LOOK LIKE A GIANT 
DEADPOOL-FLAVORED 
TURKEY IEG TO 
^ them; > 


ROOM BETWEEN ME 
AND THEM...FIND 
^ SOME... ^ 


WA £ 







I Hl. yfi /I lZm7 

Wr NEED TO GET 



SOME BREATHING 




ri 

j * ! 

TALK ABOUT ^ 
^gi BRINGING OUT 

LI | A 

BUNCHA "'\ 1 

HUNGRV DEAD . 111 ! IE 

Ikffc 

^^LTHE dead. 
































THIS 

IS THE DAy OF 

RECKONING/ 


OH'N'NO'NOJ 

NOT ANOTHER 

ONE' 


OH, 

WELL. 


r I DIDN’T x 
HAVE ANy PLANS 
FOR TOMORROW 
V ANyHOW. > 


I CAN STILL 
TASTE IT' OH, 

, god; 


...IF I HAVE 
TO SUFFER, SO 
.SHOULD you.... 


MENTION, 

pumw.r 


\ 



yd 


A-kl ll L LEAVE THE \ 


W/#4El2M 


PUCK! 
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DON'T 

■ JUST STAND 
THERE. 


SHAKE ASS 
IF YOU WANNA 
LIVE! 


j\mif 




















r LIKE I 
HAVEN'T HEARD 
THAT ONE 
V BEFORE. > 


STILL. 


EVERYBODY- 


—HOLD ONTO 
SOMETHING! 


AND RELOAD, 
DAMMIT! 


WE GOT 


mji/i 


d&k-n more dead- \ k 1 



•SiWs T 1 

HEADS CO MING I V^L 



f [< J 

A[ this way! / ) ( 
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THANKS 
FOR THE SAVE 
AND ALL... 


...BUT CAN 
SOMEBODY 
TELL ME WHAT 
THE HELL'S 
„ HAPPENING? . 


WHERE'VE 
YOU BEEN FOR 
THE LAST WEEK, 
RAGGEDY-MAN? 


KNEE-DEEP IN 
CHIMICHANGAS. 


NOW...ARE 
YOU GONNA 
ANSWER ME 
OR NOT? 


LONG STORY... 
BUT THE DEAD 
ARE COMING 
BACK TO LIFE. 


WE'RE 
DEEP IN THE 
QUARANTINE 
DISTRICT, 

I RIGHT NOW. . 


AND EATING 
PEOPLE... 


...AND THE ^ 
PEOPLE THEY 
EAT ARE EATING 
v PEOPLE. , 


HEADING 
FOR THE 
BOUNDARY.. 


...AND HOPING 
THIS GUY'S PALS 
LET US INTO THE 
SAFE ZONE. . 


NNNNGGGHH 















































































r THEY'RE > 

JUST HELPLESS 
SPECTATORS 'TIL 
THE BRAIN 
V DIES. y 


YEAH. 

SOME OF 'EM 
TALK. 


Y BUT IT'S ^ 
LIKE LEFTOVER 
CONSCIOUSNESS.. 
RIDING ALONG IN 
THEIR UNDEAD 
k HUSK... a 


^ ...THEY ^ 
CAN'T CONTROL 
THE BODY...OR 
STOP THEM 
FROM KILLING 
v PEOPLE... a 


I KNOW YOU, 
DON'T I? 


DEADPOOL, 

RIGHT? 


DON'T 

WORRY ABOUT 
. AAR. 


r WHAT ABOUT ^ 
ALL THR OTHFR 
HRRORS...THRY'RR 
TRYING TO STOP 
^ THIS, RIGHT? a 


OTHER 

HEROES? 


BUDDY, ^ 
THIS EPIDEMIC 
HIT ALL OVER THE 
WORLD..AND IT 
HIT FAST... y 


Y THE HEROES \ 
WHO DIDN'T DIE 

RIGHT OFF THE BAT 
WERE SPREAD 

V TOO THIN. y 


' NEAR 
AS I CAN TELL, 
AS FAR AS 
. HEROES GO... 


THEY 

DIDN'T STAND 
A CHANCE. ^ 


...YOU'RE 
THE ONLY 
ONE LEFT. 




r 'T® to Be connnueo...n 


-« -... .* * / A.» 






































































































































































NIGHT OF THE LIVING 

DEADPOOL 


The zombie apocalypse? Yeah—that happened. 

DEADPOOL WAS NOT 100% SURE HOW IT HAPPENED, 
BECAUSE...HE WASN'T REALLY PAYING ATTENTION. HEY, HE 
HAD STUFF ON HIS MIND! THERE WERE THINGS TO DO, 
ALL-YOU-CAN-EAT-TACOS TO EAT! BUT WHEN HE WOKE 
FROM HIS FOOD COMA, IT WAS ALL OVER—THE CITY WAS 
OVERRUN AND PRETTY MUCH ABANDONED. 

WHEN HE FINALLY ENCOUNTERED THESE AMBLING 
DEADS, HE FOUND THEM A LITTLE DIFFERENT THAN HE’D 
EXPECTED. THEY COULD TALK. OR AT LEAST, THE PERSON 
THEY ONCE WERE COULD TALK, THEIR BRAIN TRAPPED 
INSIDE THEIR FLESH-EATING BODY UNTIL IT WASTED AWAY. 

IT WAS OFF-PUTTING. 

JUST BEFORE HE HIMSELF WAS OVERWHELMED BY UNDEAD 
TEETHING, A FEW FELLOW SURVIVORS PULLED UP IN A SWEET 
RIDE AND SAVED HIS BACON. JOINING THEM IN TRYING 
TO GET THE HELL OUT OF THE CITY, DEADPOOL ASKED 
WHY THE SUPER HEROES DIDN'T STOP THESE MOUTHY 

SHAMBLERS. 

TURNS OUT HE'S THE ONLY SUPER HERO LEFT. 

Cullen Bunn Ramon rosanas 

WRITER ARTIST 

VC's Joe Sabino Jay Shaw Jordan d. White 

WRITER COVER ARTIST EDITOR 

: ^ „ -v 

AXEL ALONSO JOE QUESADA DAN BUCKLEY ALAN FINE 

EDITOR IN CHIEF CHIEF CREATIVE OFFICER PUBLISHER EXEC. PRODUCER 
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ONE THING I'VE 
ALWAYS HATED 
ABOUT NEW 
YORK CITY... 


I'M NOT SURE HOW THIS 
MESS STARTED, BUT THE 
UNDEAD PRETTYMUCH 
CAME OUT OF NOWHERE. 


AND THEY 
SPREAD LIKE 
WILDFIRE. 


OR ONE 
DIRECTION 
FANDOM. 


SEE..-THIS IS HOW 
HOLLYWOOD TRIPS 
YOU UP. 


BUT ME...I WAKE 
UP FROM A LITTLE 
NAP... 


...AND THE ONLY THING 
WAITING FOR ME IS A 
BUNCH OF SPACED-OUT 
BRAIN-EATERS FROM 
BEYOND THE GRAVE. 


.AMMUNITION? 


DON'T 

WASTE YOUR 
AMMO! 


IN THE MOVIES, IF 
A GUY WAKES UP 
FROM A COMA, A 
'PO'S-ERA SANDRA 
BULLOCK PROFESSES 
HER LOVE TO HIM. 


^ WE RUN OUT, ^ 
THERE'S NO TELLING 
WHEN WE'LL GET THE 
CHANCE TO STOCK 
V UP AGAIN. > 


THAT WILL 
TAKE SOME 
GETTING 
. USED TO. . 
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I f EVERYTHING'S 
I CHANGED SO 
\ MUCH..AN JUS1 
\A FEW DAYS. 


































































































QUARANTINE. 


WEREN'T YOU 
LISTENING? 


PROBABLY 

NOT. 


NEW YORK 
CITY. 


GONE IN 
THE BLINK OF 
AN EYE. . 


Y IT'S ALL ^ 
OVER THE 
WORLD... AT 
LEAST ACCORDING 
TO THE LAST 
REPORTS I 
^ HEARD. A 


IT'S NOT 
JUST NEW 
YORK. 


~ DETAILS WERE ~ 
SKETCHY AT BEST... 
EVERYTHING HAPPENING 
SO FAST...EVERYONE 
k. PANICKING. 


y BUT EVERY X 
MAJOR URBAN 
AREA IN THE WORLD 
GOT HIT...JUST LIKE 
THIS...AND NOBODY 
WAS PREPARED 
V FOR IT. A 



r THE 
BOUNDARY'S 
. UP AHEAD. . 


1 

. 


Y 

r 

F 

1 1 



MY get YOUR ^ 

.. /am \ \\ 

/II1 - 

/ HEADS OUT OF 1 
^ YOUR ASSES 1 

/ \ BACK THERE! A 










































r WHAT 
THE HELL ARE 
YOU DOING, 
YOU CRAZY 
. BASTARD? 


SOMETHING 
TELLS ME THE 
BARRICADE 
DIDN'T HOLD. 


THERE 
MIGHT BE 
SURVIVORS. 


SUPER 

HEROES CHECK 
FOR SURVIVORS. 


YOU GUYS 
SAID I WAS THE 
LAST SUPER HERO 
. ON EARTH. . 


“ YEAH...WELL 
THERE'S A REASON 
THE HEROES'RE ALL 
^ DEAD, TOO! ^ 


HOLD ON! 
WHERE DO YOU 
THINK- 


WAIT 
FOR US! 


r WE 
WANNA CHECK 
FOR SURVIVORS, 
TOO! 
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SOLEMNLY, 

OUR HERO SURVEY'S 
THE UNSPEAKABLE 
CARNAGE... 


FOR HE IS THE 
LAST SUPER-BRO 
ON EARTH. 


RUN 

FOR YOUR 
. LIVES/ . 


HIS HEART... 
SWELLING WITH A 
SENSE OF PROUD 
DUTY...BEATS OUT 
A CLEAR, URGENT 
. MESSAGE. . 


...HIS FAITHFUL 
POSSE WATCHING 
HIS EVERY 
MOVE... 


^ EVERy 

MERCENARY AND 
KINDERGARTENER 
v FOR HIMSELF/ 


...BOLSTERED BY 
HIS UNRELENTING 
COURAGE... 


^ ... LEARNING FROM ^ 

HIS SHINING EXAMPLE OF 
CRACKERJACK EFFICIENCY 
IN THE FACE OF GLOBAL 
. CATASTROPHE. . 


I'M 

IN FIFTH 
GRADE! 


s#$% 
THISl 


TOO MANY 
ZOMBIES/ 


T fall back to ~ 

A SAFE DISTANCE 
AND MAKE SNARKY 
COMMENTS TO 
DISGUISE 

k COWARDICE. a 


DAMN* 


I WARNED 
THEM IT WAS 
SAFER IN 
. THE— / 


DAMN 
ID JITS! 











































JUST... 

NASTY. 


ELLLLLLLLL 

CAMINO. 


WHEN THIS 
IS OVER, BABV, 
I'M SONNA SET 
yOU DETAILED. 


LITTLE 

ARMOR ALL- 
LITTLE LySOL. 


^--/ BUT UNTIL 

yOU'RE THEN" 

SONNA BE --' 

_ PIMP. J 


EAT POLISHED 
CHEVy CHROME, 
yOU UNDEAD 
PUKE-BUCKETS/ 




_ { OH, V 

\ wt Y 



god; 


t | I I 






1 fVV/v /\ 

EJBksrop m. 









































"SO THE CITy...THAT 
AIN'T SONNA WORK 
OUT FOR US. 


"I'M NOT SURE HOW... 
OR WHERE...BUT WE'LL. 
FWO...SOMETHING." 


NAH. > 

AND I > 
THOUGHT MALL 
WALKERS WERE 
ANNOYING WHEN 
THEy WERE 
v ALIVE! s 


NO 

FARMHOUSES 
. FORME. 


PAH-LING, 

I LOVE YOU 
BUT GIMME 
PARK AVENUE. 


'JOIN 

US." 


I HEAR THE 
poison ivy IN 
THIS NECK OF 
THE WOODS 
_ IS HANPSy. . 


NO 

THANKS. 


<I^THRee weens. 
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I MEAN...IF N 
THERE ARE NO 
COTTON CANDV OR 
FUNNEL CAKES, 
WHAT'S THE . 
V POINT? 


DON’T 
THINK SO. 


TOO 

INSTITUTIONAL. 


HUP! HUP! 
HUP! 


ALL RIGHT, 
OSAOPOOL 
SCOUTS! 


A 


, /\/i 

' / Jk 

'■W/j 
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: IU£ UI££KS. 































































































I WISH 
YOU'D STOP 
CALLING US 
THAT . 


REQUEST PENIEP, 
DEADPOOL SCOUT 
RADCLIFF? 


~ KEEP UP WITH X 
THE SASS-MOUTH 
AND you'LL NEVER GET 
THAT CONGENIALITY 
V MERIT BADGE. V 


THIS LOOKS 
LIKE A PRETTY 
SWEET SPOT TO 
. MAKE CAMP. 


I SAY WE'RE 
JUST ABOUT OUT 
OF FOOD. 


ANYBODY 
WANNA THUMB- 
WRESTLE FOR 
. THEIR SHARE? 


^ AND THE WAY 
MY DOGS ARE 
BARKING, I CAN 
TELL THEY 
v AGREE! . 


WE'VE GOT 
A GRANOLA 
BAR. 


X DON'T 
MEAN TO 
BRAG, BUT 


SPLIT 

FOUR WAYS. 
THAT'S... 


WHAT ABOUT 
MY EVENING 
S 'MORES? 


...NOT 

MUCH. 


WHAT 
D'YA SAY? 


I DUNNO. 


r LET'S START \ 
A CAMPFIRE, 
GET SOME 
MARSHMALLOWS 
TOASTING, AND 
START TELLING SOME 
SPOOOOOOOKY 
L. STORIES, HUH? y 


I'M 

NOT REALLY 
ALL THAT 
HUNGRY. 


THE KIDS 
CAN HAVE MY 
SHARE. 


I'M JUST 
GONNA GET 
SOME SHUT-EYE... 
YOU KNOW...ENJOY 
THE PEACE AMD 
QUIET. 











































































HMM? 


OH, NO. 

B ETTY.. .VERONIC A - 
. LADIES... 


...THERE'S 
NO NEED TO 
FIGHT...THERE'S 
MORE THAN 
ENOUGH OF 
ME TO GO 
. AROUND... . 


V MISS ^ 
GRUNDY...YOU 
SAUCY WENCH...G5T 
OVER HERE WITH 
THAT BABY 
O/L/ U 


DEADPOOL! 
WAKE UP! 


HUH? 


WELL, 

COMF ON. LET'S 

^-- BRING 'EM 

V BACK. ^ 


A PER 

BREAK OF THE 
. DAMNED! . 


SHH! 


WHAT? 


WHOZZAT?/ 


JUST WANDER 
v OFF? / 


DUNNO. 


SCROUNGING 
FOR FOOD? MAYBE 
THEY HAD TO USE 
THE BATHROOM. 


BUT THEY 
SHOULD BE 
BACK BY 
NOW. 


\\ \ (i 



'ifl9 W \ \\ J 

1 f/M 1 



^ IT'S THE 
( KIDS. THEY'RE ■ 

wHy^"X 

v go/ve y 

' WOULD THEY \ 1 ■ - 

























JOEY! 


WILLOW! 


7 THAT WAV', > 
IF THEY'RE 
JUST A COUPLE 
OF FEET AWAY, 
THEY'LL COME 
k RUNNING/ A 


YES/ GREAT 
PLAN/ 


LET'S CALL 
FOR THEM IN A 
WHISPER/ 



~ UH...I ^ 
DIDN’T NOTICE 
THIS GRAVEYARD 
V EARLIER. ^ 


DID 

YOU? 



r I SPOTTED IT 
WHEN I SCOUTED 
THE PERIMETER, 

. YEAH. . 


SO 

WHAT? 


THE ZOMBIE 
INFECTION ONLY 
SPREADS TO THE 
FRESHLY DEAD. 


r WELL THESE ^ 
GRAVES MIGHT BE 
OLD...BUT THEY'VE 
BEEN FRESHLY 
. DISTURBED. ^ 


•WELL. 


IF THIS 

ZOMBIE THING 
IS A VIRUS... 


..VIRUSES 

MUTATE. 


WHAT 

DOES- 


























































WE 

HEARD A 
NOISE. 


COME ON, 
KIDS! 


I TRIPPED... 
AND THAT'S 
WHEN THEY 
GOT US. 


WE WANTED 
TO SURPRISE 
YOU. 


GOT 

YOU? 


WHAT DO 

you— 


WE WANTED 
TO SURPRISE 
YOU WITH 
BREAKFAST. 








































JESUS! 


we 

THOUGHT 
IT WAS A 
RABBIT. 


WANTED 
TO FIND SOME 
FOOD. 


I DON’T 
LIKE THIS. 


you AIN'T 
THE KIDS I 
KNEW. 


NOT ANy 
MORE. 


NEVER- 


^ you DON'T x 
EVEN BOTHER 
EATING WITH VOUR 
MOUTHS CLOSED, 

do you? ^ 



\ J oSH 

Ufll 







ym »|w 
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THOSE 
KIDS HAD 
MANNERS! 


I WAS 
IN FIFTH 
GRADE. 


THAT'S 
WHEN THEy 
GOT ME. _ 


X DUNNO 
IF VOU CAN 
HEAR ME 
OR NOT. 


BUT X 
NEED yOU 
TO KNOW. 


BUT you 
kids... you 

KINDA GAVE 
„ ME HOPE. 


• THE WHOLE 
WORLD FALLING 
DOWN AROUND 

v US... . 


FORA 

LITTLE WHILE 
^ THERE... . 


...you 

WERE LIKE 
FAMILY. 
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WELCOMF TO 


Virginia 




i—~ 
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HI 

__ nj; 
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WHAT 
HAVE WE 
HERE? 


RIVER 

'ROVIDES SOME 
PROTECTION. „ 


r BARRICADES 
ON THE BRIDGES 
AREN'T HALF 
v BAD. . 


WHAT'S 
THIS? 


mmm 




( HELLO, 



\MA YBERRY. 

A Jr. i I 








































BEAUTIFUL 
ISN'T IT? 


r SORRY/ ~ 
DEARHEART. 
DIDN'T MEAN 
TO GIVE YOU 
v A SCARE. 


' AND WE ^ 
THOUGHT WE 
MIGHT INTRODUCE 
^ OURSELVES. 


THE LADIES... 
AND I...WE SAW 
YOU ADMIRING 
. THE TOWN. . 


US? OH, 
HEAVENS , 
NO! 


^ WE'RE ^ 

TRAVELERS THROUGH 
THIS BLIGHTED LAND , 
THE SAME AS YOU, I 
v SUPPOSE. > 


VEAH...I 
GUESS IT IS 
KINDA NICE. 


BUT WE HAD 
HEARD RUMORS 
OF THIS PLACE... 


' WE CAME N 
FROM SO FAR 
AWAY, JUST TO 
LAY EYES ON 

V IT. > 


,.AN UNTAINTED 
COMMUNITY... 


S -HOME N 

' TO FAMILIES... 
CHILDREN...GOOD, 
v GOD-FEARING 

V FOLK... V 


AND NOW 
THAT WE'VE 
SEEN IT— 


r ...A SIMPLE N 
PARADISE IN 
THESE TROUBLED 
TIMES. y 



























































































































A WORLD OVERRUN BY ZOMBIES IS NOT AS MUCH FUN AS IT LOOKS. 

WHEN DEAD POOL WOKE UP TO find a world of ambulatory 
UNDEAD, HE THOUGHT IT WAS GOING TO BE LOTS OF FUN- 
LIKE THAT MOVIE WITH THE ZOMBIES IN IT. INSTEAD, IT 
TURNED OUT TO BE REALLY DEPRESSING—LIKE THAT TV SHOW 

WITH THE ZOMBIES IN IT. 

The fact that these zombies can talk, the brain of the 

PERSON THEY ONCE WERE CRYING OUT IN SORROW AND FEAR 
FROM THE MOUTH OF THE DEADLY FLESH-EATERS, WAS THE 
FIRST KINDA DEPRESSING BIT. THEN THE TWO YOUNG KIDS IN 
THE GROUP OF SURVIVORS 'POOL HOOKED UP WITH TURNED 
ZED AND DEADPOOL HAD TO, YOU KNOW...DEAL WITH THEM. 
EVEN GOT BIT BY THEM, BUT THE OL' HEALING FACTOR STAVED 

OFF ANY TROUBLE, THERE. 

Since then, the old m. with the m. has wandered the 

WILDERNESS...UNTIL HE SPOTTED A POTENTIAL OASIS—A 
SMALL TOWN THAT SEEMED TO HAVE MADE IT THROUGH 
RELATIVELY UNSCATHED. THEN HE MET THE PACK OF RABID 
CHURCH LADIES DETERMINED TO WIPE THAT INNOCENT 
TOWN OFF THE FACE OF THE PLANET. 
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s THE cities ^ 
OF SODOM AND 
GOMORRAH...IN ALL 
THEIR MANY FORMS... 
HAVE BEEN REDUCED 
V TO CEMETERIES' v 


THE WORLD 
HAS BEEN 
SCOURGED! 


...HOW IN THE 
NAME OF TRACK 
SUIT BEYONDER 
DID I SET HERE? 



r THEIR ~ 
GATHERING 
CASTIGATES THE 
WILL OF THE 
v ALMIGHTY! y 


ANYONE SCHEME 
TO REFORM A CITY... 
TO REFORM ONE OF 
THESE PITS OF 
V GRIEVOUS SIN! y 


' AND 
FOR THAT 
THEY MUST BE 
. DESTROYED! . 


' SO... 

CIVILIZATION 
WAS FULL OF 
. EVIL. . 


/ AND ' 

REBUILDING 
CIVILIZATION IS 
THEREFORE 
Y EVIL. v 


AND YOU'RE 

' GONNA KILL ALL THOSE x 
SINNERS BEFORE THEY TURN 
THE WORLD BACK INTO STRIP 
CLUBS, CASINOS, AND...YOU 
KNOW...PLACES WHERE 
\ PEOPLE HAVE y 

FREE WILL. 




\ p /Id 


p, ' l \)3l W\vCt 





*W J *7. 4 

in 9 \ 

^ HOW DARE 



■' AND...LEMME > 
GUESS...YOU'RE 
GONNA TAKE ALL 
THEIR SUPPLIES 
AND PROVISIONS 
WHILE YOU’RE 
V AT IT. V 


WELL.. 


THAT 

TOO. 


' HOW 
DO YOU THINK 
WE'VE SURVIVED 
_ THIS LONG? > 


ALL v LET'S 
RIGHT. GO INTRODUCE 
-__ OURSELVES. . 




























































H THERE/ N ANYBODY 
there: home? 


STOP 

RIGHT THERE, 
STRANGER! 


^ WE DON'T 
WANT TO SHOOT 
YOU, BUT WE 
. WILL! 


r JUST STAY 
RIGHT WHERE 
YOU ARE AND 
STATE YOUR 
. BUSINESS! 


~ NAME'S ^ 
PBAPPOOL..ANO 
I’M JUST LOOKING 
FOR A PLACE TO 
v SETTLE DOWN. ^ 


~ ...WELL, ~ 
I GUESS my 
BUSINESS IS 
BEING THE LAST 
SUPER HERO 
vON EARTH... v 


miwi 



'El 





























































































































































IT TOOK THE PEOPLE OF NEW 
HARPER'S FERRY CAS THEy 
CALLED IT) A BIT TO SET PAST 
THE WHOLE "HANDFUL OF 
SEVERED HEADS" THINS. 


CBIRTHDAYS MUST'VE 
BEEN REAL BORINS FOR 
THEM SROWINS UP.) 


BUT SOON ENOUSH, THEY 
REALIZED THAT X HAD SAVED 
THEM FROM A PACK OF 
RAVINS LOONIES. 


AND THEV 
WELCOMED MB 
WITH OPEN ARMS. 


WHAT 
ABOUT THE 
MILITARY? 


DO YOU 
KNOW WHAT 
HAPPENED TO 
PHILLY? . 


ARE YOU 
REALLY THE 
LAST SUPER 
I HERO? 


IS ANYONE 
WORKING ON 
A CURE? 


HOW 
DID THIS 
START? 


HAVE 

YOU HEARD 
ANYTHING 
OUT OF 
ATLANTA?. 


GOT ANY 
rWINKIES? 


FOR A BUNCH OF THEM, 
I WAS A NOVELTY... A 
CHANCE TO LEARN A 
LITTLE ABOUT THE 
OUTSIDE WORLD. 


~ YOU 
CAN'T DO 
THAT! HE'S 
A SUPER 
V HERO! , 


' WELL, I N 
WAS JUST 
GIVING HIM A 
SQUEEZE TO 
.MAKE SURE! . 


FOR OTHERS, I WAS 
INTERESTINS FOR 
OTHER REASONS. 


AND WHO CAN 
BLAME— 


















































































LIKE X SAID... 
COMPLETELY 
CLUELESS. 


owww. 


r WOUND'S 

GONE-WHy'S IT 
STILL HURT? HEALING 
FACTOR ON THE 
v BLINK? 


MAVBE 

I" 


OLD ZOMBIE 
BITES, CARPAL 
TUNNEL, AND 
REPETITIVE HAND 
MOTION SHOULDN'T 
BE GIVING A GUY 
LIKE ME ANy 
TROUBLE. 


COMPLETELY 
CLUELESS...BUT 
PEACEFUL. 


SOMEBODY HAD TO 
MAKE SURE THEY GET 
A FIGHTING CHANCE 


PLACE 


TO 


START 


OVER. 


PEACEFUL. 

































































WHOA! 


HEY, DUDE! 
CHILL! 


DIDN'T 
MEAN TO 
SCARE YOU! 


WE 

COME IN 
PEACE! 


r yeah-WEll... ^ 
SNEAKING UP ON 
ME LIKE THAT,,-YOU 
MIGHT'VE BEEN 
LEAVING IN 

v Pisces. 


you BRATS 
SHOULD GET 
BACK HOME. 


GRAVEYARDS 
AIN'T SAFe FOR 
ANYBODY THESE 
. DAYS. , 


THIS IS A CIVIL 
WAR CEMETERY, 
DUDE, DON'T YOU 
KNOW HOW LONS 
AGO THAT WAS? 


™ WHAT ~ 
WE'RE SAYING 
IS...ZOMBIES ARE 
ALWAYS FRESHLY 
v DEAD. > 


~ WE TALKING ^ 
CAP VERSUS IRON 
MAN OR PATRICK 
SWAYZE VERSUS 
v JAMES READ?> 


r THEY ~ 
DON'T DIG 
THEMSELVES 
OUT OF 150- 
YEAR-OLD 
K GRAVES! a 


THINGS 

cHANee. 


v/toAvll 111 



































































AND SOME 
THINGS NEVER 
CHANGE. 


WERE 

YOU REALLY 
A SUPER 
, HERO? . 


SO WHAT'S 
YOUR DEAL 
ANYWAY? 


^ IF YOU ARE ^ 
A REAL HERO, 
DON'T FEEL TOO 
. SPECIAL . 


OR ARE 
YOU JUST 
BONKERS? 


WHY DO 
YOU DRESS 
LIKE THAT? 


YOU 

AIN'T THE 
k FIRST. 


r THERE'S ^ 
ANOTHER ONE 
OF YOU GUYS 
IN TOWN, 
v TOO. > 


I'VE SEEN 
WHERE HE HIDES 
HIS COSTUME. 


ANOTHER ^ WELL, THIS 
ONE? X'VE GOT TO 
SEE/ LEAD 
g V THE WAV/ 


SOUNDS 
LIKE IT'S ABOUT 
TIME FOR A 
. TEAM-UP! > 
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SO THIS 
IS WHERE YOUR 
OTHER HERO 
. HANGS OUT? . 


r NO OFFENSE... 
BUT AS FAR AS 
SUPER HERO 
HEADQUARTERS 
<50...THIS 
SUCKS! 


MOLD AND 
FERTILIZER. 


K THE 6UY... ~ 

CLARENCE SYKES... 
LIVES IN THE HOUSE. 
HE JUST HIDES HIS 
COSTUME OUT 
_ HERE. . 


r UNLESS 
THIS IS WHERE 
MAN'THING HANSS 
HIS HAT, BECAUSE... 
. IN THAT CASE... . 


SEE? 

WHAT DID I 
TELL YOU? 


ALL RIGHT, 
KIDS. TIME 
TO SCURRY 
HOME. 


r ME AND MY ^ 
NEW COSTUMED 
COMPAPRE NEED 
TO HAVE A LITTLE 
. CHAT. 


you 

KNOW. 


SUPER HERO 





f CRIBS SMELL MORE 
l LIKE TESTOSTERONE ■ 
AND B.O. 



V • - ~~---— 
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NO 

SUDDEN 

MOVES, 

BOZO. 


OTHERWISE 
I MIGHT BE 
FORCED TO DO 
SOMETHING... 


DECAPITATIONY. 


1 HEARD 
YOU WERE 
IN TOWN. 


THAT'S 

RIGHT, CLARENCE. 

YOUR FRIENDS 
AND NEIGHBORS 
. TOOK ME IN. 

AND NOW 

W FEEL LIKE IT'S MV 
( DUTY TO PROTECT 
THEM FROM MURDEROUS 
CHURCH LADIES AND 
, ZOMBIES AND ALL THE 
i A.I.M. SCIENTISTS 
\ HIDING IN THEIR 
IX. MIDST. ^ 


H-HOW 
DID YOU 
KNOW? 


NOBODY 
KEEPS A SECRET 
IDENTITY IN A 
. SMALL TOWN. . 


"...HERO TO 


HERO.” 















































































































































































































'WE WERE SCIENTISTS, 
YES/ BUT WE SHARED 
A COMMON FAITH. 


"YOU MUST 
UNDERSTAND. 
WE WERE ALL 
BELIEVERS. 


T WAS PART 
OF A.I.R. 


"A.I.M....ADVANCED 
IDEA MECHANICS...IS 
KNOWN FOR DEVELOPING 
WEAPONS. 


"BUT THERE ARE SUB¬ 
DIVISIONS DEDICATED 
TO OTHER PURSUITS. 


"ADVANCED IDEAS 
IN REGENERATION. 




"WHAT WE WERE 
DOING...IT WAS FOR 
THE BETTERMENT 
OF MANKIND. 


— 



"FIRST AND FOREMOST, IT 


WAS FOR INCREASED PROFIT 
MARGINS...BUT A BETTER 
WORLD WAS A DEFINITE 
SECONDARY CONSIDERATION. 



























































































































































"WE THOUGHT THAT IF OUR 
PARENT ORGANIZATION WAS 
TO BETTER UNDERSTAND THE 
ART OF DEATH-DEALING... 


...WE NEEDED TO BETTER 
UNDERSTAND HEALING 
PROPERTIES. 


"OUR EXPERIMENTS 
DID NOT GO WELL." 


W-WHAT'S 
GOING ON? 


'A FEW OF US MADE 
IT OUT ALIVE... 


...BUT THE DAMAGE 
HAD BEEN DONE." 




mmmm 

















































^ THE... 

INFESTATION. 

SPREAD SO 
v QUICKLY. 


r IF WE HAD ™ 
BEEN DESIGNING 
A WEAPON/ OUR 
MASTERS WOULD 
HAVE BEEN QUITE 
K PROUD. > 


r VO THINK THE ^ 
BRAIN-HUNGRY 
UNDEAD WANDERING 
THE COUNTRYSIDE 
MIGHT BE REMINDER 
^ ENOUGH. > 


^ WHEN I WOKE... 
AND SAW YOU THERE.. 
I THOUGHT MY SINS 
HAD FINALLY CAUGHT 
^ UP TO ME. 


OUR FIRST 
ATTEMPTS AT 


Mutt* 


A MANMADE 
REGENERATIVE 
FACTOR WERE 
DERIVED FROM 
TISSUE SAMPLES 


>M / 


r AND 
FROM WHOM 
DO YOU THINK WE 
HARVESTED THOSE 
. SAMPLES? . 


r WHEN 
INDIVIDUALS 
WITH HEALING 
FACTORS SPILLED 
BLOOD, WE WERE 
THERE TO SOAK 
V IT UP. > 


YOUR BLOOD 
DEADPOOL. 


IT WAS AMONG 
THE SAMPLES WE 
COLLECTED. 


































































































































































































NOT MY 
FAULT. 




( i oion'tN 

1 

' b 
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WHAT 

THE" 


AM X 

SLEEPWALKING? 


I'VE GOT 
A HEALING 
FACTOR/ 


NONONO 

NONONO 


SOMETHING'S 
NOT RIGHT. WHY 
AM I" 


I'M MOT A 
ZOMBIE/ 


r HE'S 
COMING THIS 
WAY/ 


GET 

BACK! 


DON'T 

LET HIM BITE J 
YOU* y\ 
























GET OUT 
OF HERE/ ALL 
. OF you/ . 


RUN 

FOR YOUR 
. LIFE/ . 


DON'T 
you HAVE 
. GUNS? 


^ DO THE 
WORDS "AIM 
FOR TUB HEAD” 
MEAN NOTHING 

l to you? 


MMRRGGH 






















































































ALL THIS 
TIAAE... 


^ ALL THIS ^ 
TIME I THOUGHT 
I'D BE THERE AT 
THE END OF THE 
s. WORLD. j 


I THOUGHT I'D 
BE RESPONSIBLE. 














































































































































I CAN FBBl IT...My 
HEALING FACTOR- 
KICKING IN... 


... PURSING 
THE LAST OF THE 
DISEASE FROM 
My SySTEM... 


...TELLING ME THERE 
ARE SOME WOUNDS 
THAT JUST WON'T 
HEAL... 


...REMINDING ME THAT X 
DON'T BELONG ANyWHERE 
SO SWEET AND WHOLBSOMB 
AND NAIVE. 


WHAT 
HAVE I 
DONE? 


WHAT 

AM X SONNA 
DO? 


WHO KNEW THE ZOMBIE 
APOCALyPSE WOULD 
FEEL SO MUCH LIKE A 
KICK IN THE JEWELS? 






/ /IP 
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Zombies. You sick of 'em yet? 


Deadpool sure is. it's one thing to see them in movies, 

TV, AND COMICS. IT'S ANOTHER TO FIND THEY'VE OVERRUN THE 
WORLD, KILLING MOST OF THE PEOPLE AND ALL OF THE SUPER 
HEROES. ADD TO THAT THE UBER-CREEPY FACT THAT THESE ZOMBIES 
KEEP TALKING UNTIL THE BRAIN ROTS AWAY—"PLEASE KILL ME," 
“I'M SO SORRY I'M EATING YOU," "WAAAH, WAAAH,"—AND THEY'RE 

DOWNRIGHT OFF-PUTTING. 


FOR A MINUTE THERE, IT LOOKED LIKE DEADPOOL MIGHT HAVE 
FOUND A PLACE TO SETTLE DOWN, A TOWN THAT HAD MADE IT 
THROUGH THE MADNESS RELATIVELY UNSCATHED. IT COULD'VE 
BEEN A SECOND CHANCE...HECK IT ALREADY HAD BEEN FOR 
Clarence, the former A.I.M. agent, living among the 
INNOCENT TOWNFOLK WHOSE EXPERIMENTS WITH HEALING 
FACTORS LIKE DEADPOOL'S PROBABLY CAUSED THE EPIDEMIC IN 

THE FIRST PLACE. 


IT ALSO LOOKED LIKE DEADPOOL'S HEALING FACTOR HAD STOPPED 
HIM FROM BEING TURNED BY A ZOMBIE BITE. LOOKS CAN BE 
DECEIVING. HIS HEALING FACTOR HELD OFF HIS ZOMBIFICATION 
FORA WHILE, AND IT EVENTUALLY OVERPOWERED THIS Z-VIRUSAND 
TURNED HIM BACK TO NORMAL...BUT NOT BEFORE HE ZOMBIED 
OUT AND COMPLETELY DESTROYED THE TOWN THAT TOOK HIM IN. 
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HELLO. I'M 


I WANT TO SAV 
IT'S NOT My 
V FAULT. > 


k I MEAN, I \ 
THOUGHT My 
HEALING FACTOR 
WOULD KEEP ME 
FROM GOING 
V ALL... y 


...YOU 

KNOW.. 


‘BRAINS 


BUT I 
GUESS THE 
ONLy THING 
I SHOULP BE 
. SAyiNG IS" . 


y BUT X 
SOMETHING 
TELLS ME THAT 
PART OF THE 
STORy'S ALREADy 
BEEN SPOILEP 
v for you. y 


I GUESS THIS \ 
V IS THE PART WHERE 
I OWN UP TO ALL THE 
PAIN AND MISERy THAT 
BEING TEMPORARILY 
UNPEAP AND...yOU 
KNOW...EATING PEOPLE.. 

HAS CAUSED FOR ME 
L AND FOR THE PEOPLE 
2^ AROUND ME. V 


-7 AND I'M 

/pjfcr^T 

{ A RECOVERING \ 

If 

i FLESH-EATING ) 


"V CANNIBAL. Jm 






























































































































AIN'T THAT 
RIGHT" 


I N-NEVER 
WANTED ANy 
OF THIS TO 
HAPPEN. 


BUT WHO'S 
GONNA HELP 
ME? 


IT'S ALU 
RIGHT. 


/ I ALWAYS 
WANTED TO WIN 
THE NOBEL 
N PRIZE. 


~ ME AND 
YOU, CLARENCE, 
WE'RE GONNA 
SET THINGS 
^ RIGHT. 


•-* 
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GONNA FIX THE 
WHOLE, WIDE 
. WORLD. . 


yEAH, 
so you 
SAID. 


^ you 'RE JUST N 
A HEAD. yOU'VE 
SOT NO LUNGS... 
AND EVEN IF yOU 
DID, yOU DON'T 
V BREATHE. y 


AND NO 
BODY IS GONNA 
STOP US! 


X BUT I’M N, 
PRETTY SURE 
WORKING FOR 
A TERRORIST 
ORGANIZATION LIKE 
A.I.M. PRECLUDES 
. you FROM 
V NOMINATION. S 


SO HOW IS 
IT you 'RE STILL 
„ TALKING? 


I GOTTA VV^I 
MILLK5N OF 

you 'D BE 
SURPRISED HOW 
OFTEN DECAPITATION 
JOKES COME IN 
. HANDy IN My LINE 
V OF WORK. 


' IF THIS IS > 
JUST ANOTHER 
HALLUCINATION, I'M 
GONNA BE REALLy 
v EMBARRASSED, y 


HERE'S WHAT 
I'M CURIOUS 
ABOUT... 


I WAS 

GONNA WIN THE 
. NOBEL PRIZE. 


I HAD A 
NICE UNIFORM... 
I WAS PART OF 
A TEAM. 


x HEAD 
IN THE GAME, 
CLARENCE. 
HEAD IN THE 
GAME. > 




















































































MAYBE I WAS 
DREAMING. 


I DUNNO. 


...WELL, BEFORE I 
TOOK A BIG BITE 
OUT OF HIM AND 
TURNED HIM INTO 
A ZOMBIE... 


■ ...CLARENCE HAD SAID 
W. THAT THE OUTBREAK HAD 
4 STARTED WITH EXPERIMENTS 

■ WITH HEALING FACTORS. 


MAYBE IT WAS ALL 
JUST A FIGMENT OF 
MY IMAGINATION. 


HE WASN'T THE BEST 
TRAVELING COMPANION., 
BUT HE WAS ALL I HAD. 


■I \tftr 


SOMETIMES HE 
MUTTERED, "GO 
SOUTH" OR 
"TURN LEFT." 


I LAUGHED FOR THIRTY 
MINUTES STRAIGHT 
WHEN HE TOLD ME 
TO "HEAD WEST." 


BUT HE WAS THE 
BEST FRIEND I HAD 
IN THOSE DAYS... 


HE HAD 0EE/V THERE... 



MAYBE HE WASN'T 

AND MAYBE HE COULD 
HELP ME FIND A CURE. 



TALKING. 
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I KNEW 
YOU'D FIND 
THE place: 


r X DON'T ^ 

suppose you 

KNOW A SECRET, 
ZOMBIE-FREE WAV 
INSIDE, THOUGH, 
^ DO YOU? ^ 


GGGHHKKUIGGH 


yOUR BRAIN 
FINALLy TURNED 
TO JELLy IN 
. THERE, HUH? 


IT'S ALL 
RIGHT. 


THAT'LL 
DO, PIG. 


NOW LET 
DADDy GET 
TO WORK. 



...AND HE 

GOT ME WHERE 

I WAS GOING. 
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/ WHO HAS A > 
KATANA IN ONE 
HAND, AN UNDEAD 
SCIENTIST'S HEAD 
IN THE OTHER, 
AND HATES 
V ZOMBIES? > 


THIS 
euy ! 


PLEASE... 

I DON'T WANT 
this; 


THE TASTE... 
THE TASTE...LIKE 
PHANTOM TASTE 
BUD syndrome; 


WHY? 

WHY CAN’T I 
WAKE UP? 


.. -m 


Wmm 


vmVmVmViVA 
















r GUESS 
THAT'S WHY THEY 
. CALL me. . 


r THEY 
CALL ME THE 
WORKING 
. MAN. 


SO GET 
VOUR HEAD 
STRAIGHT. 


AWW. 


MAVBE ALU 
THAT GUNFIRE 
WASN'T SUCH A 
. GOOD IDEA. 
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r C'MON, 'i 
VCLARENCE./ 

\ 


/ A/E STILL \ 

GOT STL/FP 

V TO DO. J 


v/JIiH 

-—2^ -i 






































y NOBOOy GOES ^ 
r TO ONE OF DUGGAN ' 
AND POSEHN'S HOME¬ 
GROWN CHORIZO-TASTING 
PARTIES WITHOUT 
. FEELING THE "BURN" , 
X. OF TRUE FEAR. S 


~ IT’S TIMES ~ 
LIKE THESE X THINK 
THE WORLD IS JUST 
OUT TO SHOW ME 
WHAT UNRELENTING 
TERROR FEELS 
^ LIKE. > 


THE JOKE'S 

on you, 

WORLD. 


^ X ALREADy 
KNOW WHAT 
UNRELENTING 
TERROR FEELS 
. LIKE. > 
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SHOW 

ME THE WAy, 
CLARENCE/ 


Y HOW CAN N 
I BE CERTAIN 

THAT ME AND A 
BRAIN-JELLIED 
ZOMBIE SUCH AS 
yOURSELF CAN 

V DO THIS? > 


~ you AND ~ 
yOUR MAD 
SCIENTIST PALS 
USED THIS FACILITy 
TO COOK UP THE 
^ ZOMBIE VIRUS, a 


r I JUST NEED 
you TO POINT 
ME IN THE RIGHT 
DIRECTION, 

. CLARENCE. . 


P'SHAW/ 


r I'M DEADPOOL. N 
I FLy WITHOUT 
THE SAFETY NET 
OF KNOWING WHAT 
THE HELL I'M 
v DOING/ > 


r NOW 
you AND yOUR 
BESTEST BUD 
DEADPOOL ARE 
GONNA BREW 
A CURE1 


you CAN 
DO THAT, 
can't you? 


I KNEW ?A 
COULD/ 


GRRNNUUU 


HMMM. 

FLASHLIGHT AND 
_ ZOMBIE HEAD. , 


THAT LEAVES 
ME STRAPPED 
FOR STABBING 
AND SHOOTING 
HANDS. 


WHAT 
TO DO.. 











































































































ONE GRUNT 
FOR "GETTING 
COLDER." TWO 
FOR "GETTING 
. WARMER." . 


AW, 

QUITYERBELLYACHIN '! 


T THIS JUST ^ 
WORKS BEST 
FOR EVERYONE 
INVOLVED. AND YOU 
CAN STILL BE A 
. GOOD LITTLE 
V GUIDE. y 


^ AND ONCE ^ 
WE GET TO THE 
LAB, I'LL POP THE 
FLASHLIGHT 
^ OUT. > 


AND YOU CAN 
WALK ME THROUGH 
„ CHEMISTRY lOl. 


THAT'S THE 
SPIRIT/ 


UH...HOLD 

ON... 


THAT 

WASN'T YOU, 
. WAS IT? 


HHRRRR! 

HRRAAGHJ 


SOMEBODY... 
TELL ME WHY THIS 
IS HAPPENING. 


WHY, 

GOD? 


I FEEL.,-SO 
HUNGOVER. 


GET 

TO GRUNTING, 
. CLARENCE/ 


PARTY 

CRASHERS/ 


TELL ME 
WHERE" 




















































































OR...you 

KNOW... 


SHAMBLE/ 

SHAMBLE/ 


EITHER 

WAy. 


AS 

CLUMSy AS 
you CAN/ 


you 

CANT CATCH 
ME/ 


^ I'M N 

THE S#$%#S% 
GINGERBREAD 
v MAN/ y 


SNNRK 

SNNRK 


' A LOT OF 
yOUR SCIENTIST 
BUDDIES DIDN'T 
MAKE IT OUT ALIVE, 
CLARENCE. . 


WHAT’S 
THAT, CLARE- 
BEAR? 


~ AND FOR A ~ 
SUPER-SCIENCy 
LAB, yOU MUST 
NOT HAVE HAD THE 
BEST VENTILATION 
^ SYSTEM! / 


r THERE'S NO 
REGENERATING 
THE MEMORV 
OF THAT SMELL 
. AWAy/ . 





















































r SO MUCH ^ 
FOR YOU WALKING 
ME THROUGH THE 
NOOKS AND CRANNIES 
OF YOUR SECRET 
LABORATORY. ^ 


ERR— 


THAT 

WASN'T MEANT 
TO SOUND SO 
LURID. 





























































JUST... 
JUST...LOOK 
„ AT IT ALL! . 


ALL THIS 
SUPER-HEALING 
. FORMULA/ . 


ALL OF 
IT DERIVED 
FROM- 


HELLOOOO, T I “i 
HANDSOME/ 2 _| 

I’ 7 THAT'S A ” 
’ ( WHOLE MESS OF 

V deadpools/ . 


I THINK 
I'M LOST. 






































SO...THEY WERE 
RISHT ON TOP 
OF ME. 


NO DEAD-HEAD 
SCIENTISTS TO 
HELP ME. 


...PUMPIN© MySELF FULL 
OF DEADPOOL HEALINS 
FACTOR GO-GO JUICE... 


NO TIME TO HUNT AND 
PECK MV WAy THROUGH 
DEVELOPING A CURE 
FOR THE ZOMBIE VIRUS. 


THERE WERE NO 
OTHER EXITS-..NO 
BRILLIANT ESCAPE 
PLANS. 








































































SO...I FIGURED... 
I MIGHT AS WELL 
GO OUT IN A BLAZE 
OF GLORV. 


YOUNG GUNS 
STVLE/ 


I CAME HERE 
TO WHIP UP A 
CURE. 


I ADMIT, X HAD HOPED 
THE SERUM OVERDOSE 
WOULD TURN ME INTO AN 
UNSTOPPABLE ZOMBIE 
KILLING MACHINE. 


BUT THAT JUST 
WASN'T IN THE 
CARDS. 


ROID RAGE AGAINST 
THE DVING OF THE 
LIGHT. 


yEAH. 


THAT DIDN'T WORK 
OUT THE WAV I 
PLANNED, EITHER. 


.WHAT? 













































































r yOU UNDEAD 
ASS'HATS GONNA 
WANDER AROUND 
^ AIMLESSLY? . 


w OR ARE 
you eoNNA 
SET YOURSELVES 
A TASTE OF THIS 
MOUTH-WATERING 
. HUNK OF MAN? > 


ZOMBIES BITIN© DOWN 
TO THE BONE, LAPPING 
UP MARROW. 


THAT’S HOW THE 
OLD SAYING 
GOES, RIGHT? 


THE 


BUFFET 


STEP 


OPEN 


FOR 


ON 


UP 


BUSINESS 


IF YOU CAN'T 
BEAT'EM, LET THEM 
EAT YOU ALIVE. 




THESE ZOMBIE BITES 
PLAY HAVOC WITH MY 
HEALING FACTOR. 


BUT THE SERUM- 
PACKS ONE HELL OF 
AN INFECTIOUS KICK. 







































































BUT 


TO 


THE 


ZOMBIES 


WAS 


DELICIOUS! 


you CAN'T BE 
DEADPOOLI I'M 
DEADPOOL/ 


ALTHOUGH 
I PREFER TO BE 
CALLED WADE. 


AND ONCE A DEAD-HEAD 
TOOK A BITE...THAT INSATIABLE 
HUNGER FOR HUMAN FLESH... 
IT WAS JUST GONE... 


EACH AND 
EVERV ONE 
OF ME. 













































































INSTEAD OF HUNGER, 
THERE WAS... 


MY HEALING 
FACTOR... 


.INFECTIN0 ZOMBIE 
AFTER ZOMBIE... 


WHAT ONE SAW, WE ALL SAW. 
WHEN ONE OF US HAD A DIRTy 
THOUGHT, WE ALL GIGGLED. 


AND AS AWARENESS SPREAD 
FROM ONE UNDEAD BODV TO 
THE NEXT, I COULD ONLY THINK 
ONE, UNIFIED THOUGHT. 


...My 

CONSCIOUSNESS... 


...AN ARMY OF 
DEADPOOLS GROWING | 


ONE BITE AT A TIME. 




f OMNIPOTENCE \ 

Iff ‘M 


WONT BE ALL 

/O 


V THAT BAD. k 
















































NEXT ISSUE: 










TOMORROWS. 


EN> 


Jid JJ. 


Go to your local comic shop to pick up these great collections! 

And stay tuned to the Marvel App for more amazing collection releases 

To find a comic shop near you visit www.comicshoplocator.com 
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